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INTEODUCTION 

A king has come down to posterity 
and is remembered not for his exploits 
in arms, the strong imprints of which 
he has left on the sands of time, but 
for being a singer of spiritual values, 
whose songs, no less than three hundred 
llokas, usually consisting of four lines, deal 
with a wide range of subjects, from the 
love of the Creator and erotic poetry to 
ethical and moral advice and appeals to 
renunciation of the world. Classified under 
three heads they are generally culled 
under, ^rngSra, Niti and Vairagya.. 
They are as appears from their con* 
tents, written by him at diflferent periods 
of his life — from the time when he dwelt 
in the midst of gaiety and was known 
as Maharaja Bhartrhari ruler of the 
vast kingdom of Ujjain to the period 
when with the garments of the barks 
of trees, he wandered with the name of 
Siva on his lips in the midst of 
beautiful scenes drawing his inspira* 
tion from the murmuring brooks and 
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the bubbling springs. In these offerings 
to poesy we have the glimpses of revolt, 
of sympathy and of mystic raptures. 

Hermit Bhartrhari, is the phase 
of his life with which we deal in this 
book, and of his writings of that period. 
This must not be understood that we do 
not consider them equally important or 
excellent from the literary point of 
view that we ignore the ^rngara and Niti 
patakas, but because that is beyond our 
subject which is Mysticism. And it is here 
that we find flashes of it. As to his first 
two works who will not stop to brood 
and marvel at the literary excellence and 
imagery of his poems in the Niti and the 
SrngSraSatakas? Therein, in choice similie 
to take an illustration, we have his descrip- 
tion of the attributes of true friendship. — 

^ cnqq^ ^ qqgr ^cur Ict: i 

3^ ^ ?icTr ^ II 
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“Evidently the poets have no sense. 
They call women weak. Those whose 
amorous glances have conquered even 
gods like Indra, surely they are not weak.*' 

A keen observer, none will deny. His 
experiences, sometimes bitter, are really 
revealing. Here is one:— 

“I speak the Truth without any 
mitigation. Just listen. In this world 
there is nothing sweeter than a woman, 
and nothing which is a source of greater 
bitterness, and misery too.” 



wmsh ^ II 

In the pages following we have 
selected from his Vairaiya-^a/aka. One 
song has been culled from the Niti- 
Pataka as well. SufiSce it to say that some 
of these llokas are really wonderful and 
engrave themselves on the hearts of people 
who do meditate on the nature of life. We 
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have called them songs, and so they really 
are. It is possible that some other editors 
might have selected different ones from 
his whole set of a century of slokas. It all 
depends on one’s taste. Our only apology 
is they have appealed to us more than 
others and hence they find a place here. 

Translation is always a difficult task. 
Owing to the method of Samasa^ by which 
several words are joined together, in this 
compressed form a far wider ambit of ideas 
is covered in a few words. Again, a literal 
translation seldom succeeds in expressing 
the beauty of the original slokas and at the 
same time makes the reading lifeless and 
insipid. However, the throb and the 
pulse is retained if while retaining the 
sense liberty is taken with words. 
We have, therefore, tried to bring out 
the sense of the songs by even adding 
a few words of our own here and 
there, wherever we thought it neces** 
sary. The book is primarily meant for 
those English-knowing gentlemen who 
are unacquainted with the Sanskrit 
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literature. However, for the benefit of 
those who know Sanskrit also and would 
like to remember the lines in the original 
and to enjoy their charm we have given 
the original lines also. There are many 
editions of the text of Vair&gya-^ataka 
and several translations also, by Kale, 
Apte, and from the Ramkrishana Mission 
Institute. But they differ only in minor 
points, while the sense remains undis* 
turbed in the various readings of the 
texts. In our selection, however, we 
have adopted the version which appeared 
to us to bring out the sense best. 

The theme of the songs in the 
Vairagya-Sataka is the transitoriness 
of the world, the ephemeral nature of 
what passes for pleasure and happiness 
in this world. The appeal is to a 
simple life, which has an ideal and a 
goal before it, »*2., Self-Realization. 
Bhartrhari is equipped to speak on 
the subject with confidence, as he had 
seen the material life as intimately as 
the spiritual one. Apart from the melody, 
one is thrilled by the coherent exposi- 
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tion and the vigorous appeal these lines 
make to the mind. Bhartrhari is an 
exponent of Vedanta, and we see the 
religious teacher in him at various 
places drawing our attention to the 
injunctions of the ^astras. While advo- 
cating Vairagya, Bhartrhari does not 
point to any negative aspect of renun- 
ciation that would make us helpless 
and lazy, but advocates a spirit of 
detachment. “Sensual indulgence is 
always attended by fear of disease, 
beauty is ever exposed to the risk of 
old age and even a good name may 
be exposed to risk at the hands of a 
wily and unscrupulous slanderer”, says he. 
Bhartrhari insists on a logical approach 
at these subjects. Howeven we find 
with what vehemence he advocates 
individual effort, and seems as of old to 
point to the efficacy of Name as the 
pathway that will lead to Self-Realiza- 
tion. He is never tired of insisting on 
chanting the name of Siva. His theme 
throughout is the impermanence of 
everything all around:— 
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^ ?RJi ^^iR^nra; ?i^q? ^iM«r en?^ fw: ii 


“Brother, watch how painfully does 
time efface, turning into dim memory 
them that once were powerful kings 
surrounded by ministers, counsellors, 
queens with faces beautiful as the orb 
of the moon, impetuous princes and 
bards. Time is most powerful. Must 
we not make a bow unto it ?” 


And we are by now familiar with his 
exhortation to give up these vain 
quests and “Seek ye, my dear friends 
only That. Enjoy That the taste of which 
will make the very kingship of the three 
worlds insipid. Once you have tasted 
this unfading enjoyment, you will no 
longer find pleasure in rich food and 
clothes or even honour.” 


P 



q^qigqflFi gq^rif^qR- 
5?^q: fiqq^t^PRdr *iq^ ii 

The life of Bhartrhari fits in with 
what we find in his songs. A few 
words about it will not be out of place 
and in any case will elucidate some 
points in the following songs. We have 
not been able to find any authentic 
data about his life. All that has come 
down filtering through the ages is more 
or less traditional and hearsay. But 
perhaps all are agreed that a domestic 
aversion led Bhartrhari to forsake his 
kingdom and take up Sannyasa. It is 
during this period of Sannyasa that he 
is accredited with having composed 
these songs. 

He is said to have flourished about 
the first or second century of the 
Christian Era. He was the ruler of 
TJjjain and was fortunate in having for 
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his minister his own brother, the 
known Vikramaditya, after whom 
have the Vikrama Era. 

Tradition has it that Bhart^ 
hari had a favourite queen, to whox 
he was greatly devoted. Probably tti 
queen was the youngest of all othefs 
or maybe between her and the kin 3 
there was a great disparity of agr® 
Whatever be the cause, the queen die 
not return the love of the king, althotigfi 
she apparently made great professions; 
while in her heart of hearts she disliked 
him and had her affections centred in 
one of the Officers of the State. The 
latter pretended to reciprocate, in the 
hope of anticipated lifts in his office; 
but genuinely he had regards only for 
a courtesan in the Capital and for 
none else. The courtesan on her part 
sold her love to anybody who paid the 
price for it and the officer of the State 
could lay no special preference to her 
love nor did she in her heart hold him 
in esteem. 
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While such intrigues were progress- 
ing in the royal household and in the 
capital, a simple act was being done 
that was to disturb the equanimity of 
the Palace. In the jungle close by one 
of the king’s subjects, a Yogi, was doing 
penance for years to propitiate his deity, 
and luckily for him, his penances proved 
efficacious and his god rewarded him 
with a little unrivalled gift. It was a 
fruit, the partaker of which, if young, 
would maintain his youthful charms, 
while, besides, anybody who would take 
it would get the boon of life immortal. 

The Yogi thought that he was not 
a fit person to enjoy the blessings that 
the fruit meant to confer, and 
considered the considerate King Bhartr- 
hari as the right person to enjoy it, 
so that a just rule might be administered 
in the realm. Having pondered thus, 
the Yogi decided to present it to the 
king. 

The next morning the Yogi visited 
the king while he was holding his 
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court. He was readily admitted into 
the presence of the king, as was the 
wont with the latter, who held holy 
men in high esteem. The Yogi 
enumerated the virtues of the fruit 
and offered it to the king. The 
king gratefully accepted it and re- 
warded the Brahman. The king greatly 
loved his queen, and she was more 
precious to him than his own life. He 
therefore decided to offer it to the 
queen, so that she might brave the effect 
of time and stand its ravages. The 
queen after offering a few apologies 
accepted it. Then she thought that 
her paramour was more worthy than 
herself to eat the fruit; for love, how- 
ever ill-placed, effaces self and delights 
in the welfare of the beloved. The 
queen gave the fruit to her lover. For 
the same reasons that prompted the 
queen, the fruit was passed on by the 
officer to his beloved courtesan. The 
courtesan had got tired of her life 
spent in the house of ill fame. She 
did not like to perpetuate her youth 
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and reposing: his confidences and love 
at places and in people who were not 
deserving. When such shocks come, the 
period of repentance, at once genuine 
and true, follows. This has been the 
case with many a great devotee in 
the world. The impact has been sharp 
and they have recoiled with it. The 
insipidness and hypocrisy of life has 
dawned as if by a stroke from the 
miracle man. Sometimes hatred and 
repulsion, at other times grief and loss 
and at yet other moments the bare glimpse 
of the heavenly light has changed the 
careers of many a great soul and guided 
the pilgrims after perfection to their 
Home. When the glass case was broken 
and the conventional forms passing 
for love stood in their nakedness, the 
gruesome sight was so hideous that Bhartr- 
hari revolted and left the idle pursuit 
in which he had been passing his life. 
The illumination was to come later; but 
the Teacher in this case was a woman, 
howsoever indirectly she contributed, as 
in the case of Tulasidas, towards the 
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Search. However, he was bitter at the 
outset when he received the shock, and 
this bitterness is portrayed by him in 
his oft-quoted lines:— 


HcTfT ^ 

silt g I 

clf cf fUf 'q qf II 


“She who is always present in my 
mind has no love for me; 

She pines for another, and this 
another in his turn has his love 
placed elsewhere; 

Another woman loves me ( though 
I care not for her ); 

God of Love ! it is who is to be blamed 
and so am I and the rest of the lot I” 


Wandering faquirs in ochre-coloured 
robes are still to be seen, every now 
and then, moving from place to place, 


15 



playing on a stringed instrument and 
singing songs about Raja Bhartthari. 
It would appear that a sect of Yogis 
was founded by Bhartrhari himself or 
some disciple of his. Raja Bhartrhari 
lives in the songs sung by him and 
will be immortal in his fame so long 
as there will be people on this earth 
to care for the elegance and melody of 
the Sanskrit literati^re. 


Dasekra Day, 
1936. 


L. G. M. 
B. B. 





BHARTRIHARI 

In short verses the Hindus excel. Their 
mastery of form, their play of fancy, their 
depth and tenderness of feeling, are all 
exquisite. Of the many who wrote such 
verses, the greatest is Bhartrhari. 

-Arthur W. Eyder. 

[An Anthdoiy of World Poeiry, 

Edited by M. V. Doren, Cassell, ] 
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^m #rT: f^r: 

mi 5r m ^ m^w 

In search of treasures did I dig up 
the face of the earth. In pursuit of 
alchemy many an ore did I melt. In 
search of wealth did I cross the very 
oceans and spared no pains in pleasing 
the kings. To obtain power and wealth 
did I pass nights after nights in the 
cremation-ground, chanting the incanta- 
tions. Yet all my efforts did not bring 
me even a broken shell. I sought for 
the cause. It lay in 
are they. I pray 
me now. 
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wcT m ^ w 

^ ^ ^'RST I 



^ qrq^ifel fPfri^ 5Ei=i®ri%ii 


In vain did I tread difficult paths 
and roamed through inaccessible regions. 
Unmindful of ray high birth, did I 
serve mean people but with no pro- 
fitable results. In shame and in disgrace 
did I pass my days, terrified in approach- 
ing unwelcome homes, and living on 
crumbs thrown in disdain at me as to 
a crow. Yet with all this far from 
sight remained the goal. Accursed desire, 
thou promptest one to evil deeds. Fie 
on thee. Art thou still unsatisfied with 
my self-abasement ? 
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g%fqT: #5r: 

itoifq ^ TOT I 


^ ^t?Rr ;r^ aw^ll 


I put up with insulting words to 
propitiate the wicked ones. With sub- 
dued tears and a broken heart I feigned 
a vacant smile. I suppressed my emotions 
and composed myself. In supplication 
I bowed even to those fools. Yet all 
to no purpose. Accursed and delusive 
Hope, why playest thou thus with me 
still ? 
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teir 

OTF: ^ I 

?rM'2^tT5qT^ ^ ^ 

3ld ?S: Wi^ WINm%: II 


With the approach of old age the 
hunger for enjoyment has disappeared. 
The body is enfeebled and all self- 
respect gone. The dear ones of our 
age have already gone to rest in heaven. 
On crutches we carry ourselves and 
with sight impaired walk. Yet, how 
shameless that this body trembles to 
think of its ultimate dissolution. 
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^ ff cTH ^ cTHT: 1 

^ ?r sqiA w 

ST #Jlf ^Ulf: II 

Innumerable are the enjoyments in 
life. We could not exhaust them, rather 
are we ourselves exhausted. Infinite was 
the number of penances. The body suc- 
cumbed only to extreme misery. Time 
did not know its end, rather we saw 
ours. Our desires never know infirmity 
or old age, we ourselves have aged. 
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^ sf cIH cTT; | 

'sqicT w^: q? 

cT^q^4 q;lter; ll 

Forgiveness we practised, but not 
out of compassion. Tbe comforts of 
home we renounced, buT not willingly. 
Bitter rigours of climate, weather and 
seasons we ore, but prompted by no 
idea of rusterities. We practised night- 
long meditation only to please Mammon. 
The control ',t breath we practised, but 
not with thoughts centred at the feet 
of the Lord. To all appearances our 
acts were the envy of sages, yet no 
beneficial fruits ever fell to our lot. 
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fepF^s^ qqfil 



*1 gW: wn >1^ qlptuTli 


What does the moth see in the 
candle-flame ? It falls into it. Life departs. 
By ignorance prompted, thus doth he 
act. The fish swallows the bait. Little 
doth she see death sting behind the 
meat; her act the fruit of ignorance. 
How wonderful should the force of 
attachment be, that we, being thoroughly 
conversant with the result of actions, 
do not care to cut asunder the net- 
work of desires which brings distress 
and misery in the end ! 









For food, fruits in plenty grow. For 
drink, the sweet streams flow. For bed 
is the earth. For dress the beautiful 
trees supply their bark. Should man 
then thus enriched, in supplication kneel 
before the drunk and wealthy and 
demoralize himself by their jeers ? 
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: grr 

g?3T w 1 

^ ft g^JTT^ 

ggf ^ *1^3^: II 


The almighty I^ord created the 
worlds in days of yore. Others — large- 
hearted — were there who on their 
shoulders gladly bore the burden of 
them. There were some who conquered 
many a kingdom and realizing their 
worthlessness gave them away. Others 
there are who lord it over the fourteen 
worlds. In the face of such personages, 
has the vanity of the owners of a few 
acres any place ? 
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, c N ■ ft rs . ^ . 

cRJ m W: | 



m ^ sqro: II 


Wlien I knew very little, I thought 
I knew all. Vain I was like the mad 
elephant, blinded with passion. For- 
tunately as I came in touch with the 
enlightened ones I realized I had known 
nothing. Thus my conceit disappeared 
with the dawning of Truth. 
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. |- s , , , r-r . . . , T. . 

3If^RPfT: TO 
WcT: TO; W: 

§rTft: '^: ^ RcTfT: II 


That wild passion of youth that 
sought to devour the youthful charms 
of jewel-bedecked ladies is past. A 
considerable portion of life has been 
wasted pursuing the phantoms of flesh— 
the objects of sensual pleasures. I feel 
exhausted. Now have I determined to 
denounce these temptresses who entangle 
by their blandishments and pass 
my days on the holy banks of the 
Ganges, ever loudly chanting the name of 
$iva. 
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^ I# qf^ qg SJT^q^ | 

g^ qsj^qi^qm:- 

*0 



t5i%3^ II 


with power and wealth turned 
alien: with the means of bestowing 
gifts exhausted : with brothers and 
sisters, wife and children, kinsmen and the 
loved ones departed from life: and with 
the madness of youth gradually gone see 
the right moment is come. Wise one, 
retreat into solitude, to some holy corner 
on a hill entwined by the holy waters of 
the Ganges. 
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^ ^ 5nclTf^?;qf^ ^ 

^ Ti%[: I 


. t\*\\ ^ 

^c^HM W: 




^l^itel^fcftel^r: II 


Our parents have long left us. 
Our friends who flourished and grew with 
us, they too are now lost to memory. We 
are now like the trees that stand on the 
sandy banks of a river, with roots 
gradually crumbling and wasting away 
with the dash of the inrushing 
currents. 
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JT %q!: 1 

f c«f =^ wsqq; SlmT^ 

mi mR mi^Ri^: ii 

The house that was at one time 
inhabited by so many now lies 
deserted. Another which was at one 
time occupied by only one is now 
too much crowded. Who does not 
know that a time shall come when 
none will remain therein. We are 
like mere pawns in this world — a board — 
whereon God Mahakala is playing: at 
dice with his consort Kali, the dices 
being the night and day. 
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mm: m: 

pkRR; etol. 1 

(TO: 5rtsiT3?T ilRsiWIlOTi 
!T N: 1% fi^: 3f^|l 


The space of life is so short and 
there are so many things to do. We 
cannot do all. Then which of these 
shall we choose ? To pass our moments 
in meditation on the banks of the 
Ganges, or to devote ourselves to cultured 
wives or to drink deep from the 
fountain of the ^astras or to enjoy 
beautiful poems ? 


2—8. P. B. 
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W ^§^51 ^ 


5R5fi^ 



When will those happy days dawn, 
when seated in the Padma posture on the 
pure Himalyan peaks by the side of the 
holy Ganges, unmindful of the surround- 
ings, with closed eyes shall I contem- 
plate the Brahma, absorbed in Yoga; 
while the old deer shall fearlessly come 
and rub its shoulders against my body 
to pacify its itching sensations ? 
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pi#Tr: 5rRTS#| ?:5f^ i 

Wtnto itl^ ^ 





When will those happy days come 

when tired of ministering to the 

1 

whims, pleasures and enjoyments of the 
body, we shall be loudly chanting the 
name of Lord §iva, with eyes bedimmed 
with tears of deep emotion and sitting at 
ease on the holy banks of the Ganges, its 
waters glittering in the pervading brilliant 
moonlight softly playing on it, with silence 
reigning throughout the night ? 
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TOf^ NcT^RI^TT 

cTPIT: qT?M ll 



Hope is like a river: desires 
the water therein: avarice is the waves 
and attachment for the objects of the 
world are the alligators to be found in 
it Doubts are the water-fowls. Glamour 
of the world is the whirlpool in it: 
cares and anxieties the tall and steep banks 
slowly eating away the roots of the 
Tree of Contentment that stands there. 
How difficult to cross the fathomless River 
of Life ! Blessed is the Yogi who does it 
with a pure heart, and attains to joy. 
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The enjoyments of the world, the 
pleasures of senses, are like the flash of 
lightning in the raincloud. The life of 
man is transitory like drops of water 
sticking to clouds scattered hither and 
thither by the blast of winds. The 
passions and hopes of youth are turbulent. 
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wm iw 

HT ^T3r %T: a^n^JiTli 

Mind ! calm thyself. To satisfy the 
senses do not exert strenuously for the 
objects the worldlings aspire after. Seek 
internal peace, which shall destroy 
sorrows and lead to salvation. Know 
thy nature. Restrain the fruitless 
movements. Never seek worldly happiness, 
which is transitory and liable to destruction. 
Seek refuge in the Atma wherein 
alone lies Peace. 
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^ ^ 



ft wp ^ ^ ft ^4 ^11 


There was a time when so deep 
was our attachment that I was thou 
and thou I. Things have since changed 
and what a change 1 I am now myself 
and thou art thyself. 
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incrfe 

Jifl ^ 


^ ff^ ^'tiral II 


0 Mother Lak§ml, spread thou thy 
snares elsewhere; seek thou now some 
other more obligfing devotee. Abandon 
hopes to entangle me. I have no 
desire left for worldly enjoyments. Before 
desireless beings like me, thou wilt 
find thyself helpless. Determined am I 
now to pass my days, living on a 
handful of fried grain flour got by 
begging, using the Palasa leaves for the 
princely crockery. 
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^ 5T «rs4 ST Ttqr^ 

5ftci% i 





gJTFcf *TcIT; 


[I 


Had not many of the saints, the 
grandest of the palaces to dwell in and 
the sweetest of songs to hear ? Was not 
the company of charming damsels ever 
ready at their beck and call ? What 
was it, then, that drove them to the 
forests ? 

Yes, they were possessed of it all. 
They forsook the world and its allure- 
ments because they saw the transient 
nature of the world, like the falling 
wings of the moth, like the flickering 
shadow of the burning candle-flame. 
The instability of the world drove them 
from it. 
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g5| 5rnrT: $i^ 


f^g^gqwr^ gsRScir 
sqsfrFig^SJnd^: l 



^11 


The sages enjoy the bare ground as 
their bed, on which in comfort they sleep 
as the kings on their elegant couches- 
Their arm serves for a soft pillow, the 
sky for a canopy, the fragrant breeze 
for a fan, the moon for a lamp. 
Renunciation is their consort in whose 
warm embrace they enjoy the same 
pleasure as a king possessing immense 
riches finds in the company of his loving 
queen. 
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^ W: qrf^ twi I 

Tell me 0 §iva, when shall I 
find solitude, be freed from desires and 
obtain peace ? When shall my hand 
serve me as the sole receptacle to 
receive water, and the space around cover 
me as with garments ? When shall I 
be able to uproot the tree, born of the 
fruit of my Karmas, and obtain liberation 
from rebirth, the direct consequence of 
our actions ? 
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A V - - ChmmCm 

qal w ITOH 



W- 



V! #IwM p 

# ?ri #0Wliw#l| 


III that great conflagration of 
Pralaya even the mighty Mount Sumeru 
shall crumble to dust; the wide Oceans, 
the home of alligators and crocodiles, 
shall dry up; even the earth on which 
these huge mountains find support shall 
be destroyed. What support does this 
frail human body expect, that flutters 
at every whiff of the breeze like the 
fan-like ears of the elephant, which are 
constantly restless ? 



mi fmi ^ 

^ fitef ^i ^ I 

^*qri^r: sfql^ ^ 

q;5q fr^q^cT: 

What matters, if thou art the master 
of riches that could satisfy all thy 

desires ! What, if all thy enemies are 

annihilated and friends richly served with 
wealth ! What if the span of thy life be 
lengthened to a million years ! 
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3flqf cTcT: 1^ 

|q ?lR§n51<lld l m mi 
¥1® g® cTfr: ^ cIcT: ^ 

ara55^ qRrteiq¥?4 qr ?Tct: ii 

Again, what if tattered garments 
served thee for a robe, or silken tassels 
and fine white linen adorned thee 1 
What if thou hast only one wife for a 
companion or if thou art surrounded by 
beautiful damsels, elephants and horses I 
What if fed on rich dishes or forced 
to a frugal meal at the end of the day ! 
The heights reached or privations suffered 
by thee are to no purpose, if the lamp 
of knowledge is not lighted in thee, and 
the dawn of enlightenment, which destroys 
the fear of transmigration, has not been 
thy lot. 
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TO mi I 





TOfWf?n^ ^ ^ II 


Beautiful moonlight; the green 
velvety glades covered with grass; the 
company of dear friends; the charms 
of passion-poetry; the pearly drops in 
the agitated beloved’s eyes; all these 
captivated my heart once. Since the 
transience of the world is depicted 
vividly before my mind’s eye, all these 
enjoyments have now turned insipid 
and lost their charms for me. 
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I 




The study of the Vedas, the Smrtis, 
the Puranas, the numerous ^astras and 
the practice of the sacrificial rites can 
at best attain for the devotee a small 
place in Paradise; no other gain can 
it ensure. These are like small gains 
of traders. Nothing but Self-Realization 
shall be the sole pursuit of the 
devotee and it alone shall lead 
him to cut the bonds of misery in 
this world. 
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3— S. t. B. 



r: ^ ^ II 


Those on whom the light has dawned, 
those who have attained to the know- 
ledge of Brahmai them the entire world 
cannot win over. The frisking of the 
fry can seldom arouse a wave in the 
waters of the sea. 
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cTTcT TO ^1% ^ 

5ncT5^ TO»F?q: aoirof^: I 



inroiraTOMliir ^ il 

O mother earth, father air, friend 
light, kinsman water, brother sky, I 
bid you farewell with folded hands. 
Born of you 1 did perform many a 
holy act, the fruits whereof opened the 
doors of enlightenment for me and 
destroyed the evil attachments for the 
world. Now I merge myself in the 
Supreme Brahma. 
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m li 5R# 1 

?fg%p^ m ^ II 


Cupid coloured my vision and steeped 
in ignorance I lay. The whole world then 
appeared to me full of beautiful maidens. 
The collyrium of discrimination I applied 
to my eyes. Now I saw clearly and 
found that the three worlds were nothing 
but the Lord Himself. 
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c^ 1^ 5Rlt ?ifi^ 

?i^3^q^3Jl^5rt3?m:qteT: n 

So long as this body is in good health 
and free from ailments, old age is at a 
distance, the senses maintain their vigour, 
and the sands of life have not run, the wise 
one should vigorously strive for salvation; 
■or else it would be too late. What profiteth 
the man that starts digging a well when 
the house is already on fire ? 
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Everything in this world can be 
put to misuse. Knowledge in the wise 
destroys vanity and pride. In the wicked 
it develops conceit and arrogance. Solitude 
to the devotee is apt to secure salvation. 
In the adulterer, it only feeds the flame of 
lust and passion. 
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^ ^ ^ ^ m\ I 

%^Hq^R qit ^ 

i^t^^si^ll 


My heart I you knocked at the 
door of a petty man of the earth. You 
were told:— 

“The lord sleeps, or he is discussing 
confidential matters, you cannot see him 
now.” You prefer to wait. They tell you 
“the lord would be angry if he sees you 
here.” Why not, then, seek the door of the 
Lord of the Universe ? No guard stands 
there. None is there to utter a harsh 
word to you. The approach is with- 
out a bar and unbounded peace reigns 
supreme there. 


40 



Rq^D€^craqicTqW[r- 

i¥cir^ fqf^: I 

f^fc^f 5FF5R|i5I^ 

^ 5iTJftfr: to toq^ II 

With gentle thumps, with a wooden 
piece, 0 Friend, on the revolving-wheel, 
the potter moulds his wet lump of clay. So 
doth the Creator, the crafty Potter, revolve 
my mind His clay, with vicissitudes for 
the wooden piece, on the wheel of cares. I 
stand aghast, ignorant, watching, while the 
Potter has His way. 
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Why Taisest thou thy bow to shoot 
the shaft of love, 0 Cupid ? In vain thou 
singest before me thy song of separation 
from thy beloved, 0 cuchoo. Why easiest 
thou iu vain thy lustful glances, 0 
beautiful maiden ? Ye cannot swerve me 
from the path of righteousness, now that 
I have drunk deep of the nectar flowing 
from meditation on the feet of §iva. 
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m^m f^Rpt ^ m 



Why should one be tempted by 
even the kingdom of the three worlds? 
Is it not enough to have a torn loin- 
cloth and a tattered rag to cover oneself 
with, to move about carefree living on what- 
ever is obtained by begging, to have 
the forest or a cremation-ground for 
one’s bed-chamber, to be allowed to 
move about without any restraint in 
entire peace and to have contentment 
and the enjoyment of meditation ? 
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3T?RI^ 3 



^^TTO^f^^qiiqTnig: q{ W ii 


Blessed are they that dwell in mountain 
caves meditating on the Supreme Light, 
tears of joy flow down their cheeks and 
allay the thirst of the chirping little birds 
that fearlessly sit on their laps. And our 
lives, alas ! are spent in pursuit of futile 
amusements, seeking pleasure amongst 
pleasure gardens, standing by sparkling 
fountains and in big palaces of Desires. 
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qf^r m ftfCT 
3im '3iCT? w g fiqqr ?fg: wlt^P 

era; ft; ^ 1^ gfi 

Numerous are the diseases i 
mind and the flesh that prey ( 
human frame. Wherever dwelleth 
and power, misery and mishaps 
in, as through an open door. De 
sure to follow him soon, who is 
We shall never escape its jaws. I qi 
myself, where is that object ( 
by the wilful Creator that ma 
for ever ? 





In his earliest stage man lies tortured 
and huddled up in the mother’s womb, 
enveloped in impurities. Pain crosses 
the path of the passionate youth, yearn- 
ing for his separated beloved. In old 
age, man is sneered at by handsome 
youngdamsels. Tell me, then, 0 men, 
if there is anything in this world which 
may make you the least happy. 
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9113 : 





Like the dreaded wolf old age stands 
threatening at the door. Diseases like 
enemies besiege the citadel of health. 
Life like water from the cracked water- 
jar silently flows away. What a wonder 
that man, in the teeth of all these facts, 
should act in a way harmful to himself ! 
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^ ^ 1 
^ fnW ^ ¥t(qf 

CT ^ 3W 3^5qtol^ll 

0, the misery of old age ! The 
body shrivels tip. The gait becomes 
unsteady. The teeth give way. The eyes 
do not see, the ears do not hear. His 
mouth constantly begins to emit saliva. 
An old man’s advice goes unheeded. 
The wife or relations do not look after 
him. And to crown all, even a son rises 
in rebellion. 
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^ fl^ SIT ^ SIT 

qot ^ STT ^ ?sit ^ 1 

TJ^T ^ l?( ^ ^ t^: 

SRl%g; 30?^ %^ ilicf 5 igqcr:l| 

How I wish I could pass my days 
in a sacred forest with the name of 
Lord ^iva constantly on my lips ! How 
I wish I could regard all as the same— 
a fragment of the all-pervading Brahma 1 
Would these eyes leave making any 
distinction between reptiles and pets, 
between the menacing foe and the gentle 
friend, between a shining gem and a 
clod of earth, between a bed strewn 
with flowers and the hard stone-slab, 
between the insignificant straw and the 
dazzling damsel 1 
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Ols^ KP H 
iT tt 


m fc qt^ f^: 1 

?f 3 *1^3 w ^ fera 

fp# =q q^ ^ ^! II 

Barks of trees for dress satisfy some: 
silk robes satisfy others. Both find 
contentment in an equal degree. When 
the mind is contented, the distinction 
between the rich and poor vanishes 
Those alone are truly poor who can 
find no contentment owing to their 
inordinate greed. 
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